Honore de Balzac,
My Eve, I love you better than you love i alone in the secret of what I lose, and you k: of love but the sentiments of love. Besides better, for I have more reasons to love you, free I would live near you, happy to be the your fortune and the artisan of your wealth, Carraud's brother is for Madame d'Argout security of love, a plenitude of devotion, wl] only know with time. It needs time to infinite. To suffer the whole of life with y few rare moments of happiness, yes! To time in two years, three, four, five, six, s nine, ten years, and die, yes! Never to woman, to refuse myself to all, to live in yoi but that is my thought at all hours. The I told you about Madame P . . . was beca vexed you, and before your suffering I becai as you before mine.
Man Dieu! if we lived together, if I had fa a month, to you should belong my poems. I books, and read them to you, and we would I our fire. My adored minette, I weep sometin ing that I sell my ideas, that people read me do not know what I could be if, free for on could speak to you, see you, caress you by and by myself. Oh! you would then knoi thoughts of purity, of exclusive tend ernes Ans^el of mv life. I live in von. for vou. bv There  is but one power  t makes me accept my present life:   Toil.    It calms exactions of my fiery temperament.    It is because I f myself that I am chaste. lifelong affection) until he n Mme. Hanska. No one, I think, can read those letters, withou
